CHAPTER XXVII
TEA AND PEACEFULNESS
HE sang, at intervals, during the night; sometimes another
answered him.
I don't know what woke me, I think it must have been a
sense of beauty outside, marvelous beauty, going on through
the night; and the morning was no change. Beauty came out
a little from her mysteriousness, put on a brighter dress; but
the depth of her was still there.
Night had a great round moon that came up behind the
mountains, down the lake from our garden; but days on Como
are very beautiful. We had breakfast at a little red-and-yellow
table under the banksia roses; other guests were at other little
tables, and the scene was gay.
"Read in A. M.," says the three-line diary.
To feel leisurely enough to do that on Monday morning!
but that is what lakes are for. Clean air, and color to lean
one's soul upon; great clouds over great mountains. . . . And
we didn't feel like very much else that morning; needed all
they had to give us, and more. We had found a black-bordered
letter waiting for us, telling of the death of a gay-hearted and
gallant friend who had been devotedly kind to Babs during
that winter when I had to stay and take care of the farm, and
she in town was equally lonely. We sat under the chestnut
tree and tried to read, but my child's grief as well as my own
was in my heart; the water lapped sadly on the old steps be-
low.
Yet Como was there; we must go out into her uncompre-
hending brightness. Bellagio? Yes, we felt like Bellagio, as
much as anything, and took the boat across for tea. A very
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